Then she returned to the house and mounted to her
room. The dressing-table was bare of its intimate silver
and crystal, and the drawers were empty, and the entire
room, with its air of still and fading desolation^ re-
proached her. Chill too; there had been no fire In the
grate since last spring^ and on the table beside the bed^
forgotten and withered and deadf was a small bunch
of flowers in a Hue vase. Touching them, they crumbled
In her fingers^ leaving a stain, and the water in the
rase smelled of rank decay. She opened the window and
threw them out.

The room was too chill to stop in long,, and she de-
cided to ask Eunice to build a fire on the hearth for
the comfort of that part of her which still lingered here$
soberly and a little sorrowful in the chill and reproach-
ful desolation. At her chest of drawers she paused again
and remembered those letters, fretfully and with a little
musing alarm? deprecating anew her carelessness in not
destroying them. But maybe she had^ and so she entered
again into the closed circle of her bewilderment and
first fear5 trying to remember what she had done with
them. But she was certain that she had left them in the
drawer with her under things, positive that she had
put them there. Yet she had never been able to find
them, nor had Eunice nor Horace seen them. The day
she had missed them was the day before her wedding,
when she had packed her things. That day she had
missed them, finding in their stead one in a different
handwriting, which she did not remember having re-
ceived. The gist of it was plain enough,, although she
had not understood some of it literally. But on that day
she had read it with tranquil detachment: it and all it
brought to mind was definitely behind her now. And
lacking even this, she would not have been shocked if
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